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PROLOG 2 
Writ 3 A 


N times, when wit was no offence, 
And men ſubmitted to be pieas'd wit * 
Then was the tage fair virtue: 1 ol, 
Scourge of the knave, and mirror of the fool. 
| Here oft the willain's conſcious * would riſe, 
And fools become, by viewing folly, wife. 
Oyr bard as then, 1 dance, 
J — Traly, and ji of Fre: 
Nitb bome diſtreſs be nobly hopes to move, 
And fire each boſom with it's country's love. 
So much a Briton—-that be ſcorns to roam 
To foreign climes, to fetch bis bero bome— 
Conſcious, that in theſe ſcenes is clearly ſbexun 
Britain can boaſt true heroes of ber own. 
Murder awiw'd by law be boldly paints, 
Heroes and patriets, 2 and ſaints 3 5 
Rebelli being. for the public g wo 
And — Wa in — nr 
Party, be dumb—in each pathetic ſcene, 
Our muſe, to-night, aſſerts an boneſt mean; 
Sbertos you a prince triumphant o'er bis fate, 
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bat odious ſaſigue law ('twas none of nature) 


Cards, maſquerade, and ſuch-like ftate-affairs ; 
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Had we then liy'd——wbat crowds of volunteers! 
n with ghe rump, and hb far cawaliers ! 

Inthoſe pri times, our grandmothers of yore, 

refer: d a prayer- bool to a matadire : 

At court, each turtle only low d ber mate, 


And no intrigues went on but thoſe of flate. 


Excludes us we n from the legiſlature ? 
Could we aſſemble once in convocation, 
How purely would we ow all the nation 
Dewvers and op 'rasfhculd employ our cares, 


Debates, like a mate-ſenate, we cou d bandle; 
And move, as well as they, to fir a candle: 
Our ay's and no's with one ſhrill voice declare; 
— none be mutes, but all, all ſpeakers there. 

ow, on our flage, while Charles once more is try'd, 
He none here can prove a regicide; 
A milder ſentence to receive, bis cruſt is, 
7 pit, in your bigh court of juſtice. + 

braw a the old cauſe," 

Lay not a barb'rous tax on youb good-nature, 
Nor raiſe in ſpleen the funds of wit, by ſatire, 
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Glorious in death, as in 
By nature wirtueus, tho" miſled by , 
By tools of peter, by ſycopbants and knaver. p 


When Charles ſubmits to faction i deadly blow, __, | 
What loyal beart but ſhares the monarch's we » 
Nor leſs Maria's grief, ye gentle fair, © 
Claims the ſad tribute of a tender tar. 
From Britiſh ſcenes to-hight wwe 4 
And Britons ſure will aid a Britiſh cauſe. 


"+>, O20 


ros VE 
| Written by « Farzxy,)* OP 


T length our bard bas told bi. di 
He thinks—2vitbout offence to 
e worites not from a ſpirit of contention ; 

And only on third nigbt expect bis penſion. * 
Ladies, ben civil dudgeon firſt grew high, . 
And the good folks fell out=—they BS rot why to 
A flubborn race, no doubt on't, were thoſe round-beads, 
Rebels at once 7 power, and crown'd-bead: : 
But now, bleſs'd change ! our heroes give their votes 
For government of kings, and petticoats. 
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A C+T I. 


| Has —_—_ faction work'd her way to light, 
ä . . | And deck'd ambition in the robe of power. 
Enter Biſhop Juxon and Duke of Richmond. Our fears in Charles's ſafety are-remov'd, 
Jux. O OD day, my Lord, if, in a time like | And but one blow remains to fix our ſtat 
this, 


Aught that is fortunate or good can happen; | 
When deſolativn, wedded to deſpair, 


The lopping off his head. No more the royal tree 
Shall, from legitimacy's root, preſume 
To ſprout forth tyrant, branches. | Commonyealths 


$rides oer the land, and marks her way with ruin; | Own no hereditay right, unleſs our worth 


Plenty is fled with juſtice 3 rage. and rapine 


Shine equal to our birth. Wherefore, at once, 


Have robb'd the widow'd matron, England, quite, Down with nobility—the commons rule! 


And left her now no dowry—but her tears. 


Avaunt prerogative and lineal title, 


Rich. Is it then certain that the lawleſs commons | And be the right ſuperior merit, 


Have form'd a court of juſtice (fo they call it) 
To bring the king to trial? | 
ux. Tis moſt true ; 

And tho' the lords refus d to join the bill, 

Yet they proceed without them. Lawleſs man 
Whither, at lat, will thy impieties, 

Thy daring inſolence extend, when kings 

Feel from a ſubject-hand the ſcourge of pow'r ? 
Whete may an injur'd monarch hope for ſafety, 
If he not find it in his people's hearts ? 


Enter Fairfax. 
Fair. I was to ſeek you, Sir; ſome lab'ring doubts 
Which, in th' uncertainty of theſe ftrange times, 
Call for the ray of clearneſs, make me preſs 

(roy unſeaſonably) to your. ear. 

ou will forgive th' impatience of a man, 
Who labours to be right—by your example. 

Crom. GCood'Fairfax, ſpate me; I amill at words, 
Aud utter badly where I mean reſpeQ; * 
Uncouth my anſwers arg to truth and plainneſa z 


Rich. Oh, Naſtby, Naſeby, what a deadly ſtroke | But to a compliment I neter could ſpeak ; 


Was thy ill-fated field to royalty! - - 

On thy ſucceſs depended monarchy; ; 

The fate of rebels, and the fate of kings, 

Hung on thy battle ; but thou, faithleſa too, 

Conſpir'd with faction to o'erthrow us ail, 

And bring to fight theſe more than bloody times. 
ur. To-morrow does the black tribunal fit; 

When majeſty is cited to appear - 

Before his tyrant ſubjeQs. Oh, prepoſterous ! 

Is't not as bad as if theſe rebels hands 


: 


Should from their ſeats tear forth their ruling eyes, The unregarded laws, and bold defign 


Whoſe watch directs the bady's uſe and ſafety ? 
Rich, It cannot be | Tis not in eruelty 


To think of ſpilling royal blood. Mercy, ſure, ' 


And the pretended juftice of their cauſe, 
Will fave them from the weight of.ſo much guilt. 


Vet could you look into my ſecret mind, 

There .my ſoul ſpeaks to Fairfax as to ene 

Book'd in the faireſt page of my efteemy 7 

And written on my heart. — But to your doubts, 
W 2 may remember, Sir, when firſt my 

word, v4 | 

My fortune, life, and ſtill, yet more my honour, 

Were all engag d to fight the cauſe of Jofticez 

You thought, with me, the wrongs to be tedreſi'd, 

Were the attempts upon the ſubjeRs right, 


England owns 
No arbitrary ſway ; the king's adherents 
Are all diſpers'd, or the cewaing fo few, 


Jug. What added guilt can that black boſom feel, | They are not worth a fears the —— ſelf b 


That has ſhook off allegiance to it's kiog ? 
Whole ſexs of common and of noble blood 

Will not ſuffice 3 the banquet muſt be crown'd, 
And the brain heated with the blood of kin 

Bur ſee where Cromwell comes! Upon his 
Dini mulation ſtamp d. If I can judge 
By lineament and feature, that man's heart 
Can both contrive and execute the worſt 
And the muſt daring actions yet conceiv'd. | 
Ambitious, bloody, reſolute and wiſe 

He ne'er betrays his meaning till he actes, 
And ne'er looks out but with the eye of purpoſe. 
His head ſo cool, that it appears the top 


Of Alpine hill, clad with Cow-wafting fnow ; 
His execution rapid as the force | 
Of falling waters thund'ring down it's baſe, 
Let us avoid him ; for my conſcious foul ”. 
Fears him in wonder, and in praiſe condemns him. 


| Enter Cromwell. 
Cn. Now thro' the maze of gloomy policy 


] 


"I 


In cloſe confinement. Now, let re 
And blend diſcretion with ſucceſs. 
Let us be juſt-—but let us top at juſtice, : 
Nor by too haſty zeal o'erſhoot the mark... 
The Roman ſpirits, ſavage as they were, 
When they determin'd to aboliſh kings, 8 
Shed not the blood of Targuin, but expell'd him; 
And ſhall we, owners of the chriſtian law, [ 
Where mercy ſhines the foremoſt attribute, 
Be harder to appeaſe ? If not more mild, 
Let us not be more cruel than barbarians. 
| Charles graſp'd, we own, at arbitrary fway, 
44nd would have been a tyrantwefor which 
The ki he was born to we have ſeiz'd. 
But let us not defpoil him of his life. | 
| Crowns, as the gift of men, men may reſume 
But life, the gift of Heaven, let Heaven diſpoſe of. 
rom. Well have you weigh'd each growing cim= 


[Exewnr, | And held diſcretion in the niceſt ſcale. [cu 


Our fears remov d, the ſubjeQ right reſtor d, 
rr to do, than tp fit down, 


To ftretch prerogative to boundleſs tule. 
Defign full fair and noble! and th' event ' 
Has crown'd our utmoſt wiſhes, 


— . 


* 
* „ ©, 7 a — 


2 
And each enjoy the Vitieyar of his tot / 
Tis true hut yet ſome clamours are abroad 
Petitions daily croud the parliament, | 
That loudly call for juſtice on the king, 
Imputing to his charge the guilt of murders, 
The deſolation that has the land; 2 
And ſwept the crops of plenty from our fields. _ 
Fair. What, ſhall the rabble judge ; thoſe ſervile 
Who, as they eat in ty, ſaarl ? [eurs, 
Are theſe to be regarded ? a —— 
Crom. You miſtake me. = 
"Tis not their outcries only; but, indeed, 
Thoſe who ſee farther,” and with better judgment, 
Fear, while he lives, his friends will never die; 
But, by ſome foreign force or home deſign, 
May ſometime _—— ſafety - the ſtate, 
Befides, they i an approy” maxim, 
Remove the conſe; and the effect will ceaſe. 
Oh, worthy Fairfax, thou art wiſe and valiant! 
1 have feen thee watch occaſion, till advantage 
Came ſmiling to thy arms; and crown'd thy pa- 
And then, in fight, 1 
Out-fly the pace of peſtilential air, 
Aogd kill in multitudes. 
Fair. Good Sir, forbear. pew toning þ 
Crom. Bluſh not to hear a truth, when Cromwell 
My uncouth manner, Ill at varniſhing, [ſpeaks it; 
- Beggars my will, and dteſſes praiſe uncomely. 


+ 


Methinks Iſce thee In the rage of battle, 5 | 


hen Naſeby's field confeſs'd thy victor arm, 
And thy decifion'was the fate of kings. 
Methinks I view thee in the buſtling ranks, 


Where danger was the near. - or you brought it) 


Unhelni'd, encounter armies, and deſpiſe 
The ſafety that the meaneſt ſoldier wore; 
And when a private man with bold aſſertion, g 
Challeng'd à conqueſt which your arm had gain'd, 
And was reprov'd 3 methinks I hear you fay, 
I have enough of glory, let him own it. k | 
Fair. Whither does all this tend? I pray forbear— 
F never foughtin hopes to have it told: 
The man whoſe actions ſpeak, expefts no anſwer, 
Cen. 1 do but barely tell thee what thou art, 
And what the world may yet expect of Fairfax. 
The diamond, Merit, in the quarry hid, | 
Being unknown, unſeen, attrafts no eyes; 
But digg'd up by the lab rer's curioſity, 
And poliſh's by the band of gratitude, 
It ſhines the ornatneat'of human life. = 
Thigk therefore what you are, and whar this june- 
The * of fortune is diſplay d, { cure, 
and be ſeiz'd on by the bold and 4 
Fair. You talk in clouds above my purpoſe quite; 
Which was but to enforce the cauſe of mercy, 
ou ſhew —— da by | 
o tell what my cience es opinion, | 
And — that opinion by your voice. 
«©  Crom, "Tis true indeed -I bad forgot 
But whither was I burried In my zeal ? 
E'en I can deſcant ona pleafing theme: 
Can you'forgive me ? though tis hard indeed; 
Exalted virtue can with caſe forgive 4.4 
A calumny, but pot « praiſe.—-No more, 
-Heay'n can witneſs for me, with what true accord 
My thoughts meet yours ! How willing I would top 
The arm of violence, and make the law, 
Stern as he Is, aſſume a face of ſmiles, 
- "The death of Chorles is far from my defign=s 


—— — 


_—— XING CHARLES. . 


ve beheld thy ſword [tience: 
1 + 


To fall upom the man, who thoul?, Iike Ch 
Forget all right, and waſte with laviſh hand 

The rich revenue of his people's love. 

Fair. Dearly he ſuffers for miſguided Reps, | 
And knows that miſery he meant to give; 

He feels the bondage he defign'd 18? u, [ 
Aoi by the want of freedom counts it's value. 
Crom. I pity him; and would the commons think 

with me, 


- {He were 28 ſafe as Cromwell ; and; brave Fairfax, 


We will endeavour it: and may that power, 


| Whoſe arm has fought the battle of our cauſe, 


Incline. em all to think like you—-or me; { Afde, 
I will about it. Vet remember, Fairfax, 
The poſture of theſe times : conſider too, 


Ho great your expectations ought to be: 
Would Fairfax liſten to the voice of Cromwell, 
He ſhould have nearer hopes than Charles's life. 


Somewhat as great as your defert ſhould crown you, 
And make jou partner of the higheft 2 

| Exit, 
Fair, The 2 honovrs ! what can Cromwell 


mean 
Acquit me, "Heav'n ! 1 fought not but for juſtice, 


Rage fir'd me not, nor did ambition blind; 
= party, leg m5 and no intereſt e. n 

tie was conſcience, and my cauſe was freedom, 
When Fairfax liftens to — call, 
May his next ſtroke in battle be his laſt. 

+ Targa, , Enter _— 3 

7 . come, commiflon dy e k 

To know your pleaſure, if you think it hw 
That they ſhould march and quarter nearer London. 
The public fafety makes it requiſite 2 
But they attend your orders ere they move. 

Fair. The public ſafery! Soy what new alarm, 
What danger fo awakes ſecurity,” 
That in her fright the thus Tajs ee of cavtion ? 
Le. The ſafety of the commons, of yourſelf, 
Of the bigh court of Juſtice j who to-morrow 
| Againſt a tyrant proves the people's pow'r, 
And brings majefty to juſtice : 
This may excite his yet remainiag friends, 
Arm'd with deſpair, to ſome attempt of danger. 


* 
g heres 


myſelf; | 


Who can be too ſecure } The man whoſe pillow 
revention guards, muy fleep in enſe and fefory. 
Fair, To bring offending majeſty to juſtice | 
Ire. To the ſcatfatd. "A Wand 
Fair. Ha! 4 wy $02 | 
Fair. Your zeal too much tranſports ve. 
ton, farewel-—and let me gain belief, 
When I affirm this moral to thy ear: . 
Conſcience than empite more content can bring, 
[Aud to be juſt, is to be more than king, [Ar 
o Nu e Ter 
t la enor ö man, let him 
. we 
But tis no matter You began to warm, 
And the good cauſe fat b on thy cheek ; 
Thou haft a well-turn'd tongue 1 but lift thee, Ire- 
Hear my deſign (for fil my heart js thine) ton, 
Lodo nt 13 the weeder's care 
as, m the garden or our enterprise, 
Thrown out the rubbiſh that diſgrac'd the ſoil : 
And now our growth looks timely, This you ſaw 
When by my means a hundred doubted members 
Were by the army fejz'd upon their entrance, 


And yet the general outcry is for juſtice :  JAnd fore expell'd the houſe. Inde dency 
He has been much to blame, you know he has Roots itſelf faſt; while prelbytery Gree | 
And (but I ſoften thoſe unguly thoughts) I Withers unſeen, Would Fairfax had been ours ! 

Were l to ſpeale the diRates of my hearty + | Ire. T cannot fee that his adherence to us 
I alt de fad 8 punifhgent too great Could proſper Much ou cauſe, or hit defeRion 


a 320 a. A. 
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Hu ond ie af or ty, 4 hos 


de, 


O': 
| vice or faction, thou, to hide the danger, 


Of long negiected virtue. 


Make us decline one moment from our purpoſe. 
Crom. You miſtake, Ireton ; Fairfax ſtands the firſt 
Jn intereſt with the very men l hate: 
Therefore his joint endeavour would be found | 
The eaſieſt means to bring my point to bear; 
Besides, he ſtands the faireſt ia the love 
Of our whole party, Were we link'd together, 
The army too were oursz and their keen ſwords 
Are powerful arguments. We ſhall thrivehowever— 
I have it—He ſhall hence, ang on an expedition 
Not the moſt juſt; I know his ſqueamiſh honour, 
If it ſurmiſe an action the leaſt tainted, 
Will throw up this employment: then tis mine; 
And while I have dame fortune, ſhe ſhall pleaſe me. 
Tre. But the main turn of all your enterprize 
Hangs on to-morrow, on the death of Charles, 
'Tis from his ſcaffold only you muſt moun 
To what your wiſhes aim at. | 
Crom. Fear not that. 
I have to do with men, upon whoſe tempers 
I know to work — Thoſe who love piety, 
] with the vehemence of prayer ancounter, 
And through the ſpirit practiſe on their 
Thoſe who are © + I ſabdue with fraud, 
And wile them to my purpoſe. To the bloody 
] promiſe- flaughters, deaths and executions : 
Gold gains the covetous; and praiſe the proud, 
There is another ſort but they are caſy; 
Your honeſt men, «who never wear diſtruſt; 
For honeſty's the jaungice of the mind, 
That makes us thiak'our neighbours like ourſelves: 
Let us together, Ireton, here it lies; 


When fools believe, wiſe men are ſore to riſe, IZ. 


9 


e | 
. Enter Fairfax, 


} how deceitful is thy view! , [way 
are thy charms, that o'er th* uncercain 


| kg mr eye ſhew ſalt appearance : 
hich when the follower Reps on, down he finks, 
And then tos late looks backward to the path 


Enter Lady Fairfax, 
Fair, My deareſt Fairfax, cafl not this in- 
Long bas obedience combated with love, [ uuſion; 


Ere I would preſa upon your privacy t 
f love has canquer'd, love forgiven. 
he faults of tenderneſs (if faults they are) 


Een in offending wear the ſeal of pardon. 

Why are you thus alone; and why thus chang'd?. 
Fair. My geatle lady, thoughts of deep concern, 

That to the laſt receſſes of my ſoul 

Trayel, with pala and penitence their guides, 

At length have found the company they like 

Buſy reflection, moping melancboly, 

And filence the ſure guard that keeps the door. 
Lady Fair. I cannot blame your griefs; but come 
ta ſhate em. 

Indeed the cauſe is juſt i but good my lord, 

Let not deſpair take hold of that brave heart, 

And boaſt a conqueſt which your foes ne'er could. 

If (as Tong have rhought) the king be wrong d, 

to redreſs, and not lament his fortunes. 
Iam a woman, not defign'd for war, 


Yet could this hand (weak as you-think it's graſp)| 


Nerv'd by my heart's companion, reſolution, 
Diſplay the royal banner in the field, 


Candour, humility, and angel truth, \ 


KING CHARLES I. 5 


Gave you unaſk'd my thoughts, but I perceive 

Your heart is wounded, and I came to heal its 

To offer you the balm of wholeſome counſel, 

And temper my perſuaſion with my love, | 

Fair. Thou haſt been more than I could hope in 

woman: 4 

Thy beauty, thy leaſt excellence, Thou appear'ft 

Like a fair tree, the glory of the plain, 

The root thy honour, and the trunk thy friendſhip, 

(That ſtands the rudeſt blaſt of cold adverſity 

From whence branch out a thouſand 

boughs 3 | 

And every leaf a virtue. True my love, 

While I conceiv'd our liberties in danger, 

1 fought in their defence ; but cannot bear 

This bold defign upon the life of Charles, 

We took up armsto keep the law eatire, 

Not to defend it's open violation, | { wrong: 

'T was principle, not party, urg'd thee on 

To fight their cauſe; but Cromwell's ſpecious wiles 

Pervert the juſtice of thy fair defigns, 

And make thy virtue pander to his wh eſt; 
Fair. Cromwell has art---but'/fill I think him 

Vet in our lace diſcourſe his ſpeech, methought, 

Appear d digjointed . wav d the theme 

I ſpoke aboui the ſafety of the kin 

At parting too, his words betray'd a purpoſe 

Beyond the limits of a commonwealth ; 

And talk'd of higheſt honour but I hope 

That my ſuſpicions wrong him. 

Rakes vans Aro — r 

To atm ag is gn5: diſcretion 

At the ſormiſe of danger, wakes inceſſant z 

Nor drops the eye-1id till he Deeps in ſafety, 

Enter a Servant. 


\ 


Sers. The duke of Richmond and a reverend | 


re to ſee you, biſhop 
Fair, Wait vpon them hither; [ 
1 gueſs at their defires, and wou'd to Heaven 
My pow'r could grant em what my wiſh confirms ! 
Lady Fair. And wherefore not, my Lord? The 
army youre, . 1 
Who can diſpute your will? Command them hither. 
and Jo the chnew he ti * 12 
ſuch baſenets. 


'Should 1 (which moch 1 doubt, for Cromweli's 
faction 


| Equals my pow'r, and more, among the ſoldiers) 
(oma em revolt, what would my conſcience ſay ? 
"DT would be a mountain crime, a. molehill good. 
The whiteneſs of my fair defign to Charles, 
Spread o'er the viſage of the means that gave it; 
Like thinne& lawn upon an ZEthiop face, 
Would cover, not conceal the blackneſs. No, my 
Virzue and baſeneſs never meet together. [love, 
Enter Biſhop Juxon and Duke of Richmond. 
Jex. A mournful errand, good my Lord of Fairfax, 


Makes us thus rude, My gentle lady, flay j=—— * 


Your voice will help the muſic of our plaiat, 
And ſwell the notes to moving melody: 
i!1-fated Charles, deſerted as he Is, 
Lives in your fair report (or fame has err'd) 
[on in our concert, as you are next his heart, 
ou know to touch the ftring that ſounds to pity. 
Fair. My Lords, 1 gueſs your purpoſe, and af- 
If my perſuaſion or my wiſh avail, re you 
Charles feels uo ſtroke, till nature gives the blow, 
Long may the fruit of health adorn the tree, 


And ſhame the ftreagth of manhood in this ca . 
Forgive. this warmth 1 Lat er till aow, 2 


And ripen with his years in warmer times! 
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- Rich,* Tis truly ſpoke, my Lord, and wotrhy Fair- 
Whom T have ſtill conſider'd in this light; {fax 3 
As nobly juſt, and but at worſt miſſed. 4 
o makes rebellion wear the face of virtue ! 
{ Afde ts Richmond. 
How I am pleas'd to figd you feel this woe, 
And firive for it's prevention---Let theſe ſpeak--- 
Weeps. 
Theſe eyes muſt elſe have known the diſmal office 
To ſee the widows and the orphans ſorrows : 
Complaint had been my language, care my bed, 
And contemplation my uneaſy pillow, 
New by your hopes of mercy plead this cauſe; 
Know ita labout that will pay itſelf, 
F'*en in this wor!d---and 7 46.6 you mount above, 
You will behold it of fo vaſt a value; 
It will out-weigh th* offences of your life. ; 
Fair, Without this interceſſion, good my Lord, 
1 had done all within my feeble pow'r ; | 
Yet think what outcries din the parliament, 
How many zealots call aloud for juſtice ! 
Then think what you may hope, and what not fear, 
| Lady Fair. No rr F ef tis a virtuous 
cauſe, 
And Heavn ill blefs the purpoſe. with ſucceſs, 
« Fax. There mercy ſpoke, and ia her ſofteſt voice: 
And Heaven, doubt not, figns the prophecy, a 
Enter Cromwell... 
Crom. Indeed! Does Fairfax keep . 
Shame on his pitying heart) His ſoul's unmann 
His reſolution dwindled to a girt's- q | On 
Now, in the name of fight, is this the man 


Whom armies fled from, and whom conqueſt nr 


Behold him he ecrept to @ privste core 
Counting out tears with e g Pg [462e. Of 
Fair. See 

Where Cromwell comes, I be bote ds Mil im, 

And be yourſelves the witnefs of his anſwer. 
Good Cromwell, welcome le And let in petition, 
Join'g with theſe lords, prevail upon your pity; - 

t Charles have" Met id that ſo hard a boon ?. 

In lieu of three Fair Kingdoms, give him life. | 
Cite. Why" this addreſt tome? Am I the par- 
n they who jiſtly mda (Uament ? 

450 form this high tribunal, | 

E Joly, Cromwell“? “n 
rem. Aye, good biſhop, juſtiy? 

"Fety you mercy 'By the good ol 

It is 8 tude in, you to plesd : 
© Epiſcopacy was the rock he ſplit-on;” 

And he, has ventur'd fairly for your 1 | 

How le#rnedly did he uphold your cauſe, © "wb 
When Henderſon inveigh'd again be viene, 

Did he not Write fulf nobly? Sayn those, 'Viſhop 
Je. His conſtience prompted 

His zeal for us cin never be forgotten, * * 

Crow. His Eonfcience ] you ſay troe. Wye con- 
ſcience did ijt: 

He would have ſtretch'd to arbitrary ſway, 

And ſwaltow'd down our liberties and laws! 

His conſcience would haye ſoon digeſted them, 

Fair, Let us not into inſult turn out pow rj 

Good fortune is not wedded to our arms: * 

Conqueft, - ike a young maiden with het lover, 

If roughly treated, turns her ſmiles to frown, 

And hates here once ſhe lov'd. 

Crom. I ſtand corrected. 

To me then you apply in Charles's fovout) 

And wait my anſwer, which is briefly thus: 

1 am but one, and (as the weaker muſt) 

Flos in the current of majority : 


My * voice be it —_— or for, 
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Avails him little: if the reſt incline 
To think of mercy and of Charles together, 


Tis fairly done, ande'en to Cromweil's wiſh z 
ux. How would this man adorn the royal RY 


his is the ſum of all Ican deliver: 
Fairfax, 1 have matter for your private ear. 

. We humbly take our leaves. 

air. My lords, farewel' 

[ Exeunt Jux. Rich. and Lady Fairfax; 

n How can yo waſte your time on traſh Ike 
— this? 
Were Falrfſax honour to be doubted, this might make 
{ Theehild ſuſpicion grow to certainty; 
But we ar- confident in you your actions ſpeak, 
Yet, Fairfax, do not let thy noble eye 


[Catch the contagion of weak-judging pity, 
And ſympathize with beggars. 
| The council, at whoſe head your-wiſdom fits, 


To my purpoſe: 


Weighing ſome depoſitions 'gainſt the king, 
Would have your judgment's ſanction: they requeſt 
Your preſence there; I bear their will with pleaſure, 
Fair, It is not needed, Sir. 


As to the purpoſe of their meeting, ſay, 


if they incline to mercy, lettheir charge 
Be weaker than it is; but if to rigour, 
They have, I fear, too much of that 3 1 


| Let em (if friendly Fairfax may adviſe) 


Judge with that candour, they ey of Heaven, 

Crom. You will not go then! 

Fair. Say I cannot ge. 

My reaſon pleads againſt ſo bad a deed, 

„And inclination holds me; nay, yet more, 

"Ta ſecret. impulſe ſtrikes upon my foul, 

Which, though I had the will, would yet detain me. 

Crom. Folly and ſuperſtition ! Drive em hence; 

— in exchange, wear honours and renown t: 

faid---And, noble Fairfax, believe me, 

That when the wind o promiſe and of hope 

Stretches the canvaſs out of reſolution, 

The bark, defign, flies ſwift before the gale, 

And quickly anchors in good - fortune's bay; 

Then we unlade our freight vf d>ubrs ind far, 

Anu barter *era for happineſt and glory. FE. 
Far. He vhi embarles himſe if in Crom wellis ſhip, 

Out- falle fait truth and every honeſt purpoſe. 

'Tis now tod plain- How could 1 doubt ſo long ? 

My honefty has made me Cromwell's tool: 

His afts have turn'd my virtue to à ſword, 

And now 'tis bared againſt me. 

But ſay, (WM! Fairfax, who in open field 


An army could not conquer, fall a prey, 


To the ambitious proſpects of one man?? 

No, Fairfax, rouſe up thy reſentment's force, 
And teſcue thy renown from infamy. 1 
- SCENE, „ Chamber: | 

© King Chatles diſcovered reading « 

King, What art — ſo dearly ov d by all ?- 
What are tho charms, that thus the great defire thee, 
And to retdin thee part with pomp and titles? 
To' buy thy preſence, the gold-watching miſer 
Will pour hie bags of mouldy treaſure out, 

And grow at; once a prodigal. The wretch 
e thin coat, 

Vet holds thee faſt, though painful company. 

Oh, life! thoo univerſal with, what att thou? 

Thou'rt but a day--a few dae hours: 

Thy morn is greeted by the flocks and herds, 

And every bird that flatters with it's note, 

| Salutes thy rifing ſun ;' thy noon approachi 

| Then haſte the flies and every creeping in 

To baſk in thy meridian ; that declining, | 

As quickly they depart, and leave thy evening 

To mourn the abſent ray : night at hand, 

Thea GLEN: raven conſcience, time _—_— 
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Tis only on the fide where you are plac' 


Thou haſt: heart well-tetmper'd to the cauſe: 


KING. H 


The owl- Aeſpair ſcreams hideous, and. the bat 

Confuſion uiiers up and downw—— , | 

Life's but a leagthe»'d day not worth the wakingfor, 
Enter Queen. | 

My deareft Queen ! 

] have been lumming up th” amount of life, ; 

But found no value in it, till you came. 

Queen. Do not perplex n with thoughts 

like thoſe: ' 

Ill. fortune at the worſt returns to better, 4. 
At leaſt we think ſo, as it grows familiar. 
King. No, I was onlNarming fur the work, 

] have:try'd the temper of my inmoſt ſoul, 
And find it ready now for all encounterss, 4 
Death cannot ſhake it, | bavid wilt b 

Nucen, Do not talk of death: F * 

The apprehenſion ſhakes my tender heart; a 
Ages of love, I hope, are yet to come, 

Ererthat black hour arrives: ſuch chilling thoughts 
Diſgrace the lodging of that noble breaft. 

King. What nave I not to fear ? Thus cloſe con- 
To-morrow fore d to trial. Will thoſe men, 1. d; 
Who inſolently drag me to the bar, Fs 
Stop in the middle of their purpoſe ? No. 


Ne'er wro 
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Who through that organ hears her lover? 2 olatat, 
And liſtens to, her ruin. 

' Brad: My good Sir, 

Think not of Bradſhaw thus. My foul is firm 3 
The melting eye and the relenting heart 

'd my reſolution. As to kings, 

To monarchy, and to ſuperior ſtate, 

That 1difclaim'd g till your exalted merĩt 


| Alter'd my purpoſe i in my own deſpite, 


And when I meant to level, rais'd you high. 
Cm. Spoke in a hearty zeal for our good canfe, 
That 1 have the ſame thoughts of thee, let this, 
Thy preſent weighty office, ſpeak, which ſhould, 
If Cromwell's nature bent to partiality, 
Have fallen upon my kinſman, Ireton ; one 
Of good regard, and hearty i in the ſervice z 
But Cromwell's heart points oaly to deſert, 
The north of all his purpoſe. Thou art ours; 
And though thy modeſty at firſt declin'd 
To fit our head, and lead our counſels right, 
Yet I determin'd not to loſe thy worth, 
lf importunity could win it. 
Brad. True, Sit; 


I mull piepare for all extremities | 

And (be that pow'r ador'd, that lends me comfort) 
I feel I am— 0h, do not weep, my Queen; | 
Rather rejoice with me, to find my thoughts 
Outſtre tech the painful verge of human lite, 

And have no wiſh on earth—but thee! Tis there 
Indeed | feel: peace and reſignation 

Had wander'd o'er the rooms of every thought, 

To ſhut misfortune out, but left this door 

« Vnclos'd, through which calamity 

Has enter'd in thy ſhape to ſeize my heart, 

Nucen. Be more yourſelf, my Lord; let majeſty 
Take root within thy heart, nor mean) bend 
Befote ill-fortune's blaſt. 

King. Oh, doubt me not! 

That I can know a fear. For Charles's Gt, 
Let fierce encounter with the ſword of da 

Bring him to bloodieſt proof; and if he ſhrinks, 
Deſpiſe him. | Here, I glory in my weakneſs. 
He is no man whom tenderneſs not melts, 

And love fo ſoft as thine, Let us go in: 

And if kind Heav'n deſigns me longer ſtay 

On this frail earth, I hall be only pleas d, . 
Becauſe, I have thy preſence here to crown me. 
But if it deſtines my immediate end; 


(Hard as it is, my Queen, to part with, thee) | 


I ſay, farewel, and to the blow reſign, 
That ſtrikes me here to make me more divine. 


Ane T I. 
r 
T ſhall be better, Bradſhaw: do not think 
Deſert, though lowly plac'd,” eſcapes our 
To me it is af precious in the valley, lexes 
As glittering 6n the mountain's top-—. | 
I praiſe myſelf that I have found thee oute 
'Tis not my favour, Braihaw, but chy worth, 

Brings thee to light; thou-doſt not owe me aught. 
Now, "Bradſhaw, art thou our high preſ dent. 


Thou look'ſt on monarchy in a true light: 
"refs yore cauſe is juſt wilt ſhut out vity, 
ity 


I own I thought myſelf unequal to it; 
Nor am I yet convinc'd : yet what I want in merit, 
I will make out in rigour on the king. 
In juſtice to the people and to Heaven. 
Crom. Bradſhaw, 
Thou art the very finew of our cauſe ; 
The ſpirit of deſign and warmth of zeal 
Glow in thy purpoſe. 1 adore that man, 
Who, once reſolv'd, outflies een expedition. 
Thou art the glory of our brotherhood | | 
And ſpare not to reproach, ta taunt and blacken, 
T' inſult their party; nay, the king himſelf: 
Mindful that all his dignity is loſt, 
And he, for monſtrous crime,brought forth to juſtice. 
Seek an occaſion, too, to talk with Fairfax, 
And urge to him the ſtrong neceſſity | 
Of the king's death=perhaps he may prove angry 
But do not thou regard it. The time preſſes; 
And thou haſt liv'd too long to ſquander that. 
Brad. Good Sir, farewel! my love would offer more, 
But my haſte wrongs it. [ Exit. 
Crem. Go too, Bradſhaw. _— 
Such are the tools with which the wiſe muſt gork 3 
And yet he tao 's wiſe, and might cajole 
A weaker than himſelf, and does. 
He is my proper inſtrument | 
Ts operate on thoſe below my notice. 
Thus by compariſon are all things known ; 
And by ſuch underſteps as him, and lower, 
Ds the ambitious mount to fame and honour, 
Beſides, I chuſe me thoſe whom zeal inflames, 
Who failing to convince you, will compel; 
Such, prompted by enthufiaſm's forte, 
And in predeftinatior.'s armour cas d, 
Will to the mouth of danger plant their breafte, 
And out-fight frenzy and deſpair. But lo ! 
Where Ireton comes 
Enter Ireton. N 
My trufty friend, "ry 
What look wears our deſign ? MK 
Lee. Such as a bride, © * 
The morning after bliſs; ſhe ſmiles 0 us, 
And laughs at What ſhe far d. Peritions call 


For juſtice on the king - Our faction thrives; 


Murmur inereaſes to a public outcry. 

All are *gainft Charles, ſave a few pitying hearty, 

Who melt with Fairfax, and incline to mercy. 
Crom. Tis well. Send poſt unto the army, Iretony 

And let thoſe ſums of money I have order d, 


fool's forgiveneſs and the t 
The igdiferetion of th —— . | 


Be ſecretly diſpers'd among the ſoldiers ; 


KING CH 
It will remind them of their promiſes: 
Gold is ſpecific for the memory. 

O gold! wer't not for thee, what great 


What bold ambition, that outftretches Juſtice, |} 


Could have ſucceſs? Thou buy'ft our prayers: 
Thou art the heart of 5 N 
And the tooth of faction. Wer't not for thy aid, 
Jucceſs would vary like the uncertain wind, 
And honeſty might proſper ! Hie thee, Yreton; | 
I muſt to the king; 1have ſome bills to offer him, 
Which for the life of Charles, Charles would not 
And his refuſal turns to our advantage. [I ſign; 
Thou ſhalt know more hertafter Now difpatch. 
Ire. Good Sir, I fly. | | [Fic. 
Crom. Ha! who bave we yonder ? 
O! *ris the wife of Fairfax: once as ; 
As zealous for the cauſe, as Cromwell's ſelf, 
And wrought her lord to think ſo. Now, O woman, 
Such is thy varying nature, that the waves 
not more fluctuating than thy opinions, 
or ſooner are diſplac'd, To her is owing 
The waywatrd'pity of her vaſſal lord. 
Oh, *tis certain danger to have ſuch a woman, 
Who, when man leaves himſelf to toy with her, 
Knows how to win, and practiſe on his weakneſs, 
But let me think—All women may be won, 
The dame of Epheſus, the Anne of Richard, 
Shew us a woman's grief and reſolution. 
Why may not ſhe be wrought up to my purpoſe, 
1 can approach in what they like, in flattery ? 
; Enter Lady Fairfax. 
Lady Fair. Stay, worthy Ctomwell, and attend 
my prayer, alas 
Hear me, and may thy anſwer be propitious, 
As this kind hour that favours my addreſs. 
O may my falling tears, that plead for mercy, 
Drop on thy heart, and melt it to compliance, 
Nor diſ:egard the ſuit becauſe a woman's. 
Cromwell is noble; and the noble ſoul 
_ Grants the moſt free indulgence to the weak, 
cauſe it's generous nature pleads their cauſe, 
Crem. Such is a woman's weakneſs, that ſhe thinks 
.T” impoſe on us, by what allues herſelf; * 
But I muſt turn this preject upon her, 
And fairly put it to an equal proof, x 
Who beſt diſſembles, Cromwell--or a woman. [ Afde. 
Lady, I muſt eſteem a compliment, 
When from a tongue that ſeldom errs that way. 
From what I krow, and what I oft have heard, 
You can dreſs praiſe like truth: that praiſe I mean, 
Which from our liking to the theme we ſpeak of, 
Swells to extravagance (tho' fill our thoughts) 
Such warmth is virtue's fault; and ſuch, I hope, 
May be your kind excuſe for praiſing me. 
Lady Fair, Talk not of praiſe,” good Sir, your 
When from a woman's mouth. [merit ſhames it, 
Crom. Well rurn'd gig. 
© lady, were I but to ſpeak my thoughts | | 
Of you, and.your brave lord, you would conclude 
"T were praiſe indeed—for yirtue locke Within 
For her faults only, not for her perfections. | 
Hear ſome of thoſe : you once eſpous d our cauſe, 
E'en with perſuaſion's warmth ; and well you ſu'd. 
We have not, ſure, o'erlook'd deſert fo far 
Toe merit oppoſition! 
The ſtate is buſy—but the time will come 
en her _ beſt office mall be pleafing you; 7 
Lach Fair, You "mock me, Sir ; 1 do not with 
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It does portend ſome more than common 


{ Adddrive weak pity thence. - 


11 it more wiſe to fly « falliag pile, 


{Than ſtrive to prop it's ruin. Charles muſt die. 


Lady Fair. O gracious Cromwell 
Crom. Nay, but hear me on. 

Why wil! you thus employ your eloquence, 
Which our whole council would wit liking hearg 
To help +mpoſſibilities? Good lady, 

Rather employ it (and you know the way) 

To teach your to value riſing fortune, 

And make his fam | 

| Fair. As black as yours will be. 


3 — thy dark defigns, and the whole cauſe, 


If only fuch a deed can make it proſper. 
[Be the heart bloodlefs that conceives the act, 


The tongue accurſt that dares avow the purpoſe, 


And the hand blaſted that obeys the order! 

May his life here be all the hell we think of, 

Yet find a greater in the other world, Fir. 

Crom. How wayward and perverſe a thing is wo- 

How much vnlike the ſoftneſs we expect, [man! 

When rage and trifles vex em. In the heat 

And the full vigour of their firſt enjoyment, 

Diſtruſt ſucceeds their love ; and he who pleaſes, 

Is hunted by their jealouſy to hate, - 

Fairfax and Bradſhaw earneſt in diſpute! 

{ will not interrupt them, but to Charles. [ Exit. 

| Ester Fairfax and Bradhaw. 

Brad. Why ail this heat, my Lord; becauſe I ſaid 

That Charles deſerves to die? Why, I repeat it: 

And would you maſter this unmanly rage, 

might to reaſon prove it, but not frenzy. 

Fair. = I am calm—Speak out your bloody 
purpote. i 5 f 

What hell deviſes, and what Bradſhaw thinks, 

Brad. Caſt your eye backward then, and let oy 

E'en the beginning of this Charles's reign ; [view 


In the firſt year a raging plague deſtroy d us, 


And was prophetic of our woes to come: 

Did it not ſweep whote multitudes away {ſheath's? 

Faſt as the ſword, which Charles his fince un- 
Fair. You but this moment blam'd py warmth, 

And art thyſelf tranſported, 1 | 

Brad. Grant I be; 

"Tis in the caoſe that liberty 

And every honeft Engliſhman muſt own ite | 

But to proceed Thoſe men he fil! held faſt, 

Or parted with *em, as the heart drops blood : 

Tax'd the land by grievous impoſitionsz levy'd vu 

Againſt the commons, and the kingdom's peace. 

But 1 forget me that I ſpeak to Fairfax, 

Who has ſo often fought againſt his arme, 

And taught ſucceſs to know the cauſe of right. 

Fair. I ' fought for reparation of our wrong 

But cannot think that it conſiſts in murder. 

1 would not have him die. | 

Brad; By the good cauſe, - 


change, 
When generals plead for mercy Shame it hence, 
And let your viſage wear the glow of rage ; 
Let Prynn's undaunted ſoul inform thy breaſt, 


Far. I'll hear-no more : 

Thy ſervile tongue may ſpare it's bireling office, 
It roots my purpoſe firmer; In thy ſpeech 

I read*defign; tho" oratory s flowers 

Sttive'to conceal the rancaur of the heart. 
 O'eloquence | thou violated fair, 

How art thou woo'd, and won to either bed 

Of right or wrong !-O when. injuſtice folds thee, 
Doſt thou not curſe thy charms for plcafing bim, 
And bloſh at conqueſt ? But the juncture calls, 


Tat will | leave one moment unemploy d, 
Tillthy king's fafery by cen, = 
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Brad. Tits well. , 


1 muſt to other folk, here time is loſt. 
This man has ſtepp'd into the ſtream of miſchief, 
uſt like the boy, who tries the water's cold, 

And ſhrinking pulls his foot to land: men, like me, 
Plunge boldly in, and weather to their point. [Ex. 
SCENE changes to the King's: apartment. 
Enter King and Biſhop ſuxon. 

Jux. Why does your highneſs ſeem ſo loſt in 
Conſider not ſo deeply, good my lord. thought? 
King. The purport of my dream this afternoon, 
Has fet this viſage on. I'il tell thee, Juxon— 

Finding my ſpirits faint, | laid me down, 

And courted ſleep to eaſe me; to my wiſh 

It quickly ſeiz'd my eye-lids, and methought 
(So fancy painted) former times return'd, _ 
Grandeur encircled me, and regal ſtate; 0 
My people's love flew round about my throne, 
On acclamation's wing; *twas glory all, 


And ſuch areign as Charles haspray'd for. Homage, | 


The bond of friendſhip, and the oath of truſt, 
Were all before me: ſtraight the pleafing ſcene, 
Quick as the fearful eye can wink, was chang' d; 
And in it's room, 2 vaſt and dreary plain, 
Comfortleſs, wild, without inhabitant, 
Stretch'd out a diſmal length thatwir'd the eye; 
] was about to go—when.kind adverſity 
Puli'd me behind, and as 1 turn'd around, 
Shew'd me where innucence ſtood weeping by; 
He whiſper'din my ear, that ſhe alone 
Of all my boaſting friends, had ſtaid with me. 
The thought ſtruck deep, I wak'd, and good my lord, 
] fopgnd my weeping queen within my arms. 
Enter Cromwell. 
Crom. If I diſturb you, Sir, I aſk your pardon : 
Neceſſity Will ſometimes be importunate, 
And out-go compliment, 
King. Your buſineſs, Sir? | 
Crom. Know then, whatever may be thought of 
He pays this viſit to approve his love, [Cromwell, 
His fair defign and honeſty of heart 
To Charles—Solicicous to bring you good, 
Behold two bills, in tenor much the ſame 
With thoſe betore preſented; I preſume, 
The eye in danger more diſtinctly ſees, 
Freed from ſecurity's thick film: theſe ſign'd, 
Rigour may break her ſword, and,concord join us. 
| King, Can the low peaſant mount his thoughts 
with kings ? 
The ſervile judge of all men by themſelves, 4 
But know, mittaken man, the noble mind 
Riſes above diſtreſs ; and terms, perliaps, 
Which in the day of power I might accept, 
uſt be refus'd in this: but theſe can never, 
There is no good that equals the exchange 
Of peaceful thoughts and an untainted mind, 
Cres. Where were thoſe thoughts in Charles's 
former days, 
When to deſpotic ſway you ſtreteh'd your view, 
And would have pull'd up laws? When to that end 
You ſo careſs'd your fav" rite Buckingham, 
The tool of your defigns. What were your thoughts, 
When, from the fair impeachment of the public, 
You ſhelter'd up that monſter miniſter, 
And hid him in the boſom of your fondneſs ? 
Jux. Tnfolent Cromwell! Know to whom thou 
ſpeak ' ſt; 
Think what a diſtance Heaven has ſet between you; 
And be your words as humble as your tate. 
Crem. Diſtance ! good biſhop! but Iery you mercy? 
But thou art traſh | elow the note of Cromwell : 
To thee I ſpeak, protector of black Buckingham. 


{I ſhould deſerve this treatment. Thy baſe charge 
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Strikes at my honeſty as king and man, 

And forces me to anſwer, Well I know, 

That for my achons here, to Heav'n alone 

1 ſtand accountable z yet ſtooping thus, 

(Low as to thee) I thus avow my juſtice; | 

Have I not till maintain'd the ſubjects rights, 

Preſerv'd religion pure; nay, ſtruggled for it, 

E'en to this hour, the witneſs of thy inſolence? 

What would your faction have? If monarchy ; 

Muſt I not govern by the acts of ſtate? 

I am a monarch elſe without a council, 

Would you reduce the ſtate to anarchy ? 

You are a council then without a pow'r, lit.) 
Crom. You feel our power (as ſlightly as you term 
King. Such as a robber's, by furpriſe and force : 

Where is your right from Heav'n ? 

Crom. Power | 

The right of nature and the free-born man. 

King. Leave me, 

Crem. You ſpeak as if you ſtill were king. 

King, If not: what am I then? 

Crom. Charles Stuart, nothing more. 

King, Well may the ſervile herd inſult and 

When they behold the lion in the toils. | 
Crom. You may complain as muchas ſuits your will, 

You've ſtill that comfort left—-So fare you well. 

[ Exit. 
Jux. Thus is good fortune treated by the baſe; 

O did ſhe khow how much they ſhame her favours, 

She would confer 'em only on the great! 

Be chearful, Sir; he is not worth a thought. 

King. O Juxon! think what majeſty muſt feel, 

Who bears an inſult from a ſubject tongue: 

But let him hence -I am compos'd again, 

And for the worſt prepar d. All-gracious Heav'n! 

Y ou gave me power, and you may take it back; 

You gave me life, and may reclaim the gift: 

That as you pleaſe—But ſpare this luckleſe land, 

And ſave it from misfortune's rugged hand! 

My ev'ry wiſh is for it's joy's increaſe, 


And my laſt pray'r ſhall be, my people's peace. 
[E 


ten, 
rea- 


; 


FF 
Enter King Charles, le Queen and Lady Fairfax, 


Queen. 1 it Uke love thus to perſuade me hence? 
Is it like love, alas! in me to go? 


a ſhe be faithfut to her lucklefs lord, 


Who will be abſent in aflition's hour? 
Is it not then the lenient hand of love | 
Proves it's beſt office? Then the virtuous wife 


{Shines.in the full meridian of her truth, 


And claims her part of forrow: O, my lord, - 
Have I been ſo unthriſty of thy joy, | F 
That you deny me to partake your woe ? £ 
King. No, my beſt queen—You wrong my heart's 
'Tis not my wiſh adviſes—but my fear, [design. * 
My fears for thee, the tendereſt part of Charles; 
When thou art ſafe beyond their barbarous pow, 
I canMot feel misfortune. 
Queen, But I ſhall, 
More than to ſhare e en death with thee 
My ſorrows will be doubled if I go ; =o 
The pangs of ſeparation muſt be great, 
And my conceit of what my Charles may feel - 
Exceed reality O let me ſtay 
I was prepar'd to ſuffer all things with you, 


King, Were I vhs perſom that thy malice ſpealesy 


- 


But not the ſhock of parti ng. 


* Welcome tears! 
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o that have virtue tan behold this ſcene, 
And not be actors in it? 

Kirg. Now tis paſt. be oe 
] wovld have ſooner ſpoke, but pow'rful nature 
Firſt claim'd my tears, ere ſhe would lend me words: 
It muſt not be, my love; thy pray'r to ſtay 
{The growing proof of thy eternal love) 
Argues againſt thee to my tender heart, 
And forces thee away: this worthy lady 
Has found the means, and made the gegerous offer, 
Her care prepares your flight : the preſent hour 
That forces me before their black tribunal, 
Will hold all eyes regardleſs of your Reps, 
And make ſecurity thy guide :—farewel ; 
Till we ſhall meet again, thy dear idea 
Shall in my waking fancy ſtill revive, 
And fill up every dream. 

Queen, My deareſt lord, 
Can you ſo eaſily pronounce--farewel, 
When that farewel may be perhaps—for ever ? 
O can you leave me thus 
Methinks our parting ſhould affect the world, 
And nature ſympathize with griefs like ours. 
O let me ſtay, at leaft, till this black day 
Be paſt, that I may know theſworſt. 
To be in doubt is worſe thanſto be certain; 
My apprehenhon will increaſe my woe, 
And bring the blackeſt ſcenes of death before me. 

King. No more, my queen! that were to riſk thy 
And make me more unhappy in thy danger: [ſafety, 
Farewel. a 

Steen. O, yet alittle longer! 
Each moment now is worth an age before. 

ou never-reſling time! *tis only nov 
I count thy value. O, my deareſt lord! 
Who could believe when firſt we met in love, 
That we ſhould know a parting worſe than death? 
Do not go yet. ' 

King. Heav'n knows I would not go——_ 
But dire neceſſity muſt be obey'd: 
And ſee where he appears in his worſt form. 
Keep in thy tears, my love, leſt he ſuſpect. 
And teach thy heart to ſay farewel at once, 

Enter Colonel Tomlinſon, 
Tom. My Lord, I have orders to attend your Ma- 


To Weſtminſter. - (jefty 
King. A moment ſpent ineprivate, . 
And i am ready. [Exit Tom, 


Vo not droop, my queen, | 
Exert the ſtrongeſt vigour of thy ſoul, 
Call up thy piety, thy aweful virtue, 
Thy reſolution, and thy ſex's pride, 
And take their friendly counſel; they will ſocn 
Determine you to think of Charles, as one , 
Beyond the power of faction in this world, 
And ready for another—Fare thee well; 
I have this compliment to pay thy warth, . 
That now I leave thee with more tender thoughts 
Than firſt I met thy love— this tear—adiecu| 
Now, Sir, lead on. To Col. Tom, entering. 
Queen. O ſtay, my deareſt lord! 

| Exeunt King and Col, Tom. 
Let me aſſure thee of my faith and love 
Witneſs, thou aweful Ruler of the world, 
How much I feel in parting-how my heart 


Labours to break, to prove it's conſtancy ; | 


How my aff:&tion ill has call'd thee dear; 

Never unkind, till in this parting moment! 

What do I ſay? Alas! my Charles is gon 

Fancy preſented him before my eyes, 

And my tears wrony'd my ſigbt—he's gone for ever. 
Lady Fair. Good Madam, think your ſafety calls 


Your very ſorrows are ok hers ſecure upon you 3 


ARLES I. 


Tho' you negle& your ewn, yet think his eaſe, 
The eaſe of Charles, depends upon your flight; 
| have provided every proper means, 
They wait your will, 

Queen, Kind lady, I will go 
But oh, be juſt to nature, and to pity, 
And own *tis hard— I thank your friendly tears, 
They ſpeak my meaning—but 1 weary you. 
The wretch who feels misfortunes will complain, 
And I have wond'rous reaſon—0, my Charles! 
Since I muſt go, may every adverſe ſtar 
Dart on my wand'ring head, and leave thy ſky 
Deck'd with propitious planets only.— May thy life, 
Clear as thy innocence, adorn the world, 
And be the theme of wonder,-Q my heart! [Zx. 
Enter Marquis of Lindſey, meeting the Duke of Richs 

N mond. 
Lind. Saw you the King paſs by ? 
Rich, I did, my lord: 


As to his coronation, not his trial: 


Such was his look —ſuch aweful majeſty 
Beam'd out on every fide, and ſtruck the gazer. 
No mark of ſorrow furrow'd up his face, 
Nor ſtopp'd his ſmiles to his ſaluting friends; 
Clear as his conſcience was his viſage ſeen, 
The emblem of Wis heart. As I approach'd, 
Richmond, ſaid he, commend me to my friends; 
Say, tho“ my pow'r is gone, my wiſhes reach em, 
Andev'ry prayer that riſes, breathes their welfare. 
"Tis not in faction to ſubdue the ſpirit, 
Or break the noble mind. His ſpeaking eyes 
Repeated his commands, and pierc'd my heart 
E'en the baſe rabble——licens'd to inſult, 
Struck with the dignity of kingly awe, 
Forgot their hire, and roſe from praiſe to wonder, 
Lind. Will you not follow, Sir? "twere worth re- 
mark, 
How he deports himſelf. 
Rich. O fear not Chaves; 
Let him encounter with a hoſt of kings, 
And he ſhall ſtand the ſhock without a terror; 
Wil! he then ſhrink beneath a ſubject brow, 


Tho' wrinkled with rebellion ? — No, good Lindſey, 


The lion cannot loſe bis kingly nature, 

The.ſun it's heat, nor Charles his noble firmaeſ; 1 
erhaps, indeed, his generous heart may feel, 

Not for himſelf, but for his tyrant judgesz 

He may lament deprav'd humanity, | 

And bluſh to be miſtaken in his people. 

See, what a mournful viſage Fairfax wearer, 


© | The ſun of pleaſantry eclips'd by thought; 


Now judgment combats inadvertency, 
And makes him curſe ſucceſs—but thus tis eve , 
When courage wildly ſtarts out by itſelf, 
Nor aſks confideration's friendly aid; 
Confuſion joins him; then he wanders thro“ 
The thicket Doubt, the maze Perplexity, 
And finds at laſt Repentance, 
Enter Fairfax, 

Fair. Now the ſcene 
Of bloodieſt purpoſe is on foat, and aQting z 
Now Murder mounts the bench, array'd like Juſtice, 
And pqgints the ſword at Charles—ill-fated man! 
Ha! who ate thoſe? The friends of Cromwell's 

action? 

No, they are with their hyntſmen on the ſcent 
Of royal blood, uncoupfed for deſttuction. | 
If ſorrow blinds me not — the Duke of Richmond, 

Rich. Good Sir, how fare you ? 

Fair. Wond'cous ill, my lord. 
Could I but tell you what 1 feel, yet live, 
You would conclude me danger-proof—0 Sir! 


Reflection ſhews rac the vaſt tc I ye paſty 
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And ern impoſſibility denies \ 


* 


One ſtep return yet (be my witneſs Heay'n) 
This dreadful day was never in my wiſh, 

. Rich. We do not think it was. But, gentle lord, 
Think of ſome means to ward this fatal blow, 
And ſave the king. Would you but go, my lord, 
Your ſtruggle might 

Fair. Alas! what can Il do? 
Was ever army routed by one man ? 
I have an army there to combat with, 
Should I go there in order for prevention, 
Failing, my preſence would be made conſent, 
And I ſtill more unhappy. O the change! 
This is the curſe of independent pow'r, 
For preſbytery never meant it. Yet, my lords, 
You ſhall not ſay, that Fairfax only talks; 
He will approve his honeſty by deeds ; 
Somewhat he will attempt to ſave his honour, 
And clear it to the view of future times. 
Rich. We do not doubt you will, nor yet your power. 
My lord, farewel. Exeunt Rich. and Lind, 
Fair. My pow'r !-——fſay, what is pow'r? 
The vain extent of title and of land; 
The barbarous impulſe to the inſulting wretch, 
To uſe his fÞl!ow-creature like a ſhave; 
The woman's idol, and the man's misfortune, 
A: it too often robs him of humanity, 
This is the work degree—behold the beſt, 
And now 'tis lovely ; the redreſs of wrongs, 
Hunger's repaſt, and the large draught of thirſt, 
The poor man's riches, and the rich man's wealth, 
When thus apply'd—'The means to ſtop the death, 
The death of Charles— This is my with for pow'r. 
; xt. 
SCENE draws, and diſcovers the High-Court. 
King, Bradſhaw, Cromwell, Ireton, &c. 
King. Sir, were my perſon all the danger here, 
I ſhould not think it worth the pain of ſpeech; 
Your charge gainſt me is of the ſmalleſt force, 
But 'tis my people's liberties I prize, 
At which, through me you ftrikez impeachments run 
In the king's name, and therefore cannot lie 
Againſt the king himſelf; what earthly pow'r 
Can juſtly call me to account? By what law 
Hav*- you ereCted this pretended court 
The houſe of commons ?-—Say, is that alone 
A court of judicature ? Where are the lords 
To lend their aid ? the king to ſit ſupreme, 
And paſs the nation's laws ? Ars theſe your means 
To briag.the king to meet his parliament? 
To forte him hither like a criminal? 
ately did require, and prefs'd it warmly, 
Stoop'd almoſt to intreaty, to be heard 

Before both houſes in the painted-chamber z 
I told you what T had to offer there i 
Concern'd the kingdom's ſafety more than mine: 
I was refus d—!ls this your boaſtedjuſtice ? 
Confider of it yet—and hear your king; 

If you do not, remember where it lies, | 

The weight of this day's guilt z if you refuſe, 

Do as you pleaſe—1 have no more to ſay, |, 
Brad. The court has ſomething then to ſay to 


| you, 

Which, tho' it may not pleaſe you, muſt be ſpoke ; 
You have been charg'd with tyranny and mureer, 
With levying arms againſt the commonwealth, 
And jeining in rebellion "gainſt the people. 

King. Sir, give me leave to ſpeak, ere ſentence 
Againit thoſe imputationS—— [ paſſes, 

Brad. By your favour, | 
Your time is pait, and ſentence now aproaching. 
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You have diſown'd us for a court of juſtice; 

We have too long been trifled with already ; 

And muſt proceed — Attend your ſentence, Sir; 
The commons, in behalf of the whole people, 
Have conſtituted this high-court of juſtice, 

To try Charles Stuart, lately king of England. 

He has thrice heard his charge, and thrice deny'd | 
The pow'r and juriſdiction of the court; 

For which contempt, and proof of his high crimes, 
It does pronounce him tyrant, traitor, murdetet, 
Adjudging him to death, by fevering 


| His head and body—This is the joint act, 


The ſentence, judgment, and the refolution 
Of the whole court. 
[ The bole court riſes in token of their aſſent» 
Xing. Will you hear me, Sir? 
Brad. Not after ſentence. 
King. No, Sir? ”y 
Brad. It is too late. Withdraw your priſoner. - 
[ The king is brought forward; the ſcene cloſes, 
King. — to ſpeak !———»> Why have I liv'd to 
this . 
When I had power, the meaneft of my ſubjeQs, 
Not heard by me, would ftraight arraign my jufticeg 
And brand me with the hated name of tytant, + 
Will future ages, looking back to this, 
Credit the record? They will rather deem it 
The black invective of a partial pen, 
And curſe his memory that libe!l'd England, 
Sir, I am ready to attend your will, 
Do your worſt office; if tis your commiſſion 
Then lead me down this inſtant to the block; 
"Twill be a joyful hearing, for believe me 
| would not live in longer fellowſhip [grateful 
With men, whom my beft thoughts muſt call un- 
Tom, Sir, my commands are to attend you back; 
I have no more in charge, 
King, I follow you. 


[ As be gocs out Fairfax enters. 

| Fair, Sir, let me treſpaſs for a word or two, 

Ere you remove your priſoner, {To Tomlinfong 
Tom. 1 obey, Sir. bolt 
King. Your pleaſure, Sir? If you come here tin- 

Spare not the taunt, nor the opprobrious ſmile z 

I have to-day already borne ſo much, CER 

That an addition will be ſcarcely felt. 

Fair. Wrong me not ſo z I bear a fairer purpoſe : 

My heart, deteſting this accurſed day, 

Comes to approve it's honeſty to Charles; 

If I have often fought againft thy arms, 

My conſcience di&ated, and not my hate; 

Acquit me to thyſelf of this laſt act, 


And judge the former as you pleaſe, 


King. Good Fairfax, 

The preſent times are liable to error, 

I ara a fatal inſtance ; then forgive me. 

I had forgot how lateiy I had cauſe 

To think you now no enemy to Charles 5 

But ſorrow forc'd down her lethargic eraught, 

Which had elos'd up the eye of memory. | 
Fair. 1 2 prince! how does thy firmneſs 

ine 

And make affliction glorious : Oh, tis thus, 

The truly great exert their refolution, 

And make calamity a virtue! Cromwell now 

Loſes the barb'rous joy of his defign,' 

To ſee misfortune's arrow fail to pierce thee. 
King. Believe meg Fairfax, tis not innate firms 

| The dame morality, the floie patience, [nefs, 

That furniſh true ſerenity of mind; 

I had try'd all theſe helps, but prov'd em weak, 


ing. Am I not to be heard? 
IE Tin eee s 


And found the beſt philoſophy in virtue. 
Tan the _ teacher's leſſon, con A rowey 
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Change the dark lodging of the murderer's breaſt, 
| To the fun-lighted rooms of innocence ? Oh, no! 
As to the agents of my preſent fate, 
I look upon them with the eye of thanks; 
{ Who from this life of ſorrow wing my parting, 
And ſend me ſooner to an happier throne, 

Fair. Such reſignation wears the noble mind, 
And triumpbs over death; but, \ Charles 
Think not of death ſo ſoon, live long and happy; 
| airfax will try his utmoſt ſtreteh of power, [pen'd; 

But you ſhall live, though this black day has hap- 
| Perſuaſion, pray'r, and force, ſhall all be us'd, 
To make my promiſe good. 

' King. Good Fairfax, hear me; 
throw thyſelf away, 
To ſave the man whoſe wiſhes are to die. 
I had remov'd my thoughts from earth, and now 
"Twill be ſuch pain to call em back again——— 
Life is not worth the trouble: yet I thank thee. 
Fair. This was but half my purpoſe: hear me 
on 
If in the hurry of intemp'rate zeal, 
I bave outgone the juſtice- of the cauſe, 

d, erriag in my judgment, fought in wrong, 

Let this intreaty win thee to a pardon. 
King. If to have my forgiveneſs, makes thee clear, 
Thou art as white as virtue. 
Fair, Glorious Charles! 
But I will haſten to preſerve bis life, 
And make my gratitude my thanks; farewel! 
It is the common intereſt of mankind 
To let him live, to ſhine out an example. 
King. Who drefles in good fortune's gorgeous er- 
Looks not ſo comely to a virtuous eye, [mine, 
As he who clothes him in repentant black . 
I tice your patience, Come, Sir, lead the way; 
Lighter than fancy does my boſom feel, 
My thoughts are mercy, and my quiet conſcience 
Tranquility's ſtill calm; no anxious fear 
Bears in my pulſe, or ruffles me with care: 
If the bare hope of immortaÞity 
Knows peace like this, what muſt the full enjoy- 
ment be? a 


„ 
eV. 


Fairfax ſelus. 


HY did I conquer to repent of conqueſt? 
Who, though I fought for liberty alone, 

Will yer zcquit me of the guilt that follows ? 
Will future ages, when they read my page, 
(Though Charles himſelf abſolves me of the deed) 
Spare me the name of regicide? Oh, no! 
I ſhall be blacken'd with my party's crimes, 
And damn'd with my full ſhare, though innocent. 
In vain then gainſt oppreſſion have Lwarr'd, 
In vain for liberty uprear'd the ſword ; 
WT Poſterity's black curſe ſhall brand my name, 
1 Hog make me live in infamy for ever. 
= Now, valour, break thy ſword; thy ſtandard, victory; 
Forl up thy enfigns, bold hoſtility ; 
And fink into insction: ſince, alas 
One tainted heart, or one ambitious brain 
Can turn the current of the nobleſt purpoſe, 
And ſpoil the trophies of an age's war. ö 
But ſee where, to my wiſh, ſtern Cromwell comes: 
Now urge him ſtrongly for the life of Charles; 
And, if intreaty fails, avow thy purpoſe. 
Enter Cromwell. 
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Fair. To make it good, let Cromwell grant my 
Prayer, 
So mercy and the ſun ſhall ſhine together. 
Crom. Still on this paltry ſobject! Fairfex, why, 
Why will you wrong intreaty by this cauſe ? 
Fairfax is wiſe, and ſhould not aſk of Cromwell 


To grant what juſtice flops; yours are not years 


When childhood prattles, or when dotage mopes— 
Pardon the expreſſion. 
Fair. I forgive you all, 
All you can think, but rigour to the king. 
Crem. Pr'ythee, nd more ; this mercy that you 
pray for, 
As ill becomes the tongue, as my ſeverity; 
Nay, worſe. Would you obſtruct the law 
In it's due office; nor permit the axe 
To fall upon offenders, ſuch as Charles? 
Would you ſee tyranny again ariſe, 
And ſpread in it's foundation? Let vs then 
Seize on our geneial, liberty, who ſtill 
Has in the front of. battle fought our cauſe, 
And led us on to conqueſt ; let us bind him 
In the ſtrong chains of rough prerogative, 
And throw him helpleſs, at the feet of Charles; 
He will abſolve us then, and praiſe our folly. 
Fair, This is a ſophiſtry too weak for reaſon 
You would excuſe the guilt of Charles's death, 
By ſhewing me ihe oppoſite extreme; 
But can you find-no mean, no middle courſe, 
Steering between the danger of the laſt, 
And horror of the firſt? I know you can. 
Crom. It is not to be done: would Fairfax now, 
When he has labour'd up the ſeep aſcent, 
And waſted time and ſpirits; would he now, 
When but one ſtep exalts bim to the ſummit, 
Where to his eye the fair horizon ſtretches, 
And ev'ry proſpect greatneſs can command; 
Would he now ſtop, let go his fearful bold, 
And tumble from the height? 
| Fair. I aim at none; 
Damn'd be all greatneſs that depraves the heart, 
Or calls one bluſh from honefty—no more. 
I ſhall grow warm to be thus trifled with: 
Think better, Cromwell have given my promiſe 
That Charles ſhall live, 
Crom. A promiſe may be broke; 
Nay, ſlart not at it.— Tis an hourty practice; 
The trader breaks it——yet is counted honeſt ; 
The courtier keeps it not—yet keeps his honour ; 
Huſband and wife in marriage promiſe much, 
Yet follow ſep'rate pleaſures, and are—virtyous. 
The churchmea promiſe too, but wiſely, they 
To a long payment ſtretch the crafty bil!, 
And draw upon futurity : a promiſe! 
Tis the wiſe man's freedom, and the fool's reftraint. 
Fair. Can Cromwell think ſo baſely as he ſpeaks ? 
It is impoſſible, he does but try 
How well fair ſpeech becomes a vicious cquſe ; 
But, I hope, ſcorns it in the richeſt . 
Yet hear me on, it is our intereſt ſpeaks, 
And bids us ſpare his life; while that continues, 
No other title can annoy our cauſe, + 
And him we have ſecure; but grant him dead, 
Anothe? claim ſtarts up, another king, 
Out of our reach—this bloody deed perhaps 
May roule the princes of the continent, 
(Who think their perſons ſtruck at in this blow) 
To ſhake the very ſafety of aur cauſe, 
Crem. When you conſult our int'reſt, with. 
It is the turn and point of all deſign. freedom; 
But take this aoſwer, Fairfax, in return; 


Crom. Fairfax in thought! -M noble lord, | 
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Her ſhips her bulwark, and the ſea her dike, That done, repair o'th* inſtant to the army, 
Sees plenty in her lap, and braves the world, And ſee a cholen party march directly, 
Be therefore ſatisfy'd; for Charles muſt die. (Such as can well be trufted) poſt them, Ireton, 
| Fair. Wilt thou be heard, tho' at thy utmoſt nech | Around the ſcaffold———My beſt kinſman, Ay. 
Who now art deaf to mercy and to pray'r ? [Exit Ireton., 
Oh, curs'd ambition, thou devouring bird, Why, now, I think I have ſecur'd my point; 
How doſt thou from the field of honeſty I ſet out in the current of the tide, 
| Pick ev'ry grain of profit and delight, And not one wind that blows around the compaſs, 
And mock the reaper, virtue! Bloody man! But drives me to ſucceſs. Ambition, now, 
Know mor ſtill have pow'r, have till the means | Soars te it's darling height, and, eagle-like, 
To make that certain which I ſtoop to aſk; Looks at the ſun of pow'r, enjoys it's blaze, 
And fix myſelf againſt thy black deſign, And grows familiar with the brightneſs; now I ſee 
And tell thee, dauntleſs, that he ſhail not die. Dominion nigh; ſuperiority 
Crom. Will Fairfax turn a rebel to the cauſe, Beckons and points me to the chair of ſtate; + 
And ſhame his glories? There grandeur robes me. Now let Cromwell boaſt 
Fair. | abjure the name; That he has reft the crown fram Charles's brow, ' 
I know no rebel on the fide of virtue. To make it blaze more aweful on his own. [Exit, 
This I am ſure of, he that acts unjuſtly, SCENE, the King diſcovered on a couch. 
Is the worſt rebel to himſeif; and tho' now King. Kind ſleep, farewel ! 
Ambition's trumpet and the drum of pow'r Thou haſt been loyal in thy nightly care, 
May drown the ſound, yet conicience will, one day, | And always ſmooth'd my pillow: at our parting, 
Speak loudly to him, and repeat that name. As to a faithful friend, I ſay, farewel, 
Crom. You talk as 'twere a murder, not a juſtice. | And thank thee for thy ſervice. Here's another, 
Have we not brought him to an open trial? Enter Biſhop Juxon. 
Does noc the general cry pronounce his death ? Whoſe better care gives quiet to the mindd 
Come, Fairfax dares not Who gives the rich opiate of content, ; 
Fair. By yon Heav'n, Ii That makes us ſleep in hope, and wake to merey; 
I know thee reſolute; but ſo is Fairfax, Him too, the bankrupt Charles can only pay 


You ſee my purpoſe, and ſhall find I dare, [CGoing. | As he has done the former; no return, {heart. 
Crom. Fairfax, yet ſtay. I would extend my power But the poor gratitude of thanks, warm from the 

To it's full ſtretch, to ſatisfy your wiſh; Say, my good lord, have you ſo ſoften'd rigour, 

Yet would not have you think that I ſhould grant That I may ſee my children ere I die? 

That to your threats, which I deny'd your pray'r—| Jur. It is permitted, Sir; they wait without: 


Judge not ſo meanly of yourſelf and me. I would not let them enter, till I knew 
Be calm, and hear me— What is human nature, | You were prep#t'd, and ready for the interviews 
When the intemperate heat of paſſion blinds | ; Exit Juxons 
The eye of reaſon, and commits her guidance King. Good Juxon, lead them hither, Now the 
To headlong raſhne(ſs | He dicects her fleps father, 
Wide of ſucceſs to error's pathleſs way, Cite of my firmneſs, ſteals into my eye, [per 
And diſappointments wild ; yet ſuch we are, And melts my manheod. Heart, thou haſt no tem- 
So frail our being, that our judgment reaches Proof againſt nature, ſpeaking in a child! 
Scarce farther than our ſight Let us retirez _ Enter Biſhop Juxon, James, Gloſter, and Elizabeth. 
And, in this great affair, intreat his aid, James. My royal father! 
Who only can direct to certainty, King. Good Juxon, make them riſe ; 8 N 
p There is I know not what, of good preſage, For if I look that way I ſhall kneel too, 0 
That dawns within, and lights to happy iſſue. And join with them in tears, A chair, good Jexon. 
Fair. It Heav'n and you conſider it alike, [ Juxon brings a chair forward, and raiſes the children. 
It muſt be happy · Come hither, N nay, do not weep, my boy z 
Crem. An hour or two of pray'r Keep thy eyes bright to look on better times. 
Will pull down favour upon Charles and us. James. I will command my nature if Jean, 
Fair. | am contented; but am fill reſolv'd And top theſe tears of ſorrow; for} indeed, : 
That Charles ſhall live —I ſhall expect your anſwer | They drown my fight; and1 would view thee well, 
With the impatience of defiring lovers, Copy my royal father in his death, 
* Who ſwell a moment's abſence to an age. [ Frit. And be the ſon of his heroic virtues. t 
Crom. This was a danger quiie beyond my view, King. Thou art the child of duty; hear me, James, 
Which only this expedient couid prevent. And laypup this laſt leſſon ia thy heart: 
| Fairfax is weak in judgment;. but ſo brave, When me dead, look, on thy brother Charles 
| That, ſet gffermination by his fide, Not as thy brother only, but thy king; - 
And he Afends the mountain top of peril, Pay him fraternal love, and ſubjeQ duty; 
Now time is gain'd to ward againſt his pow'r, Nor let ambition, or the thirſt to reign, 
Which muſt be quickly thought oa— Tomy wiſh= | Poiſon thy firm allegiance, When thou ſeeſt him, 
Enter Ireton. Bear him my blefling, and this laſt advice: 
Ire. I but this inſtant met the general Fairfax, | If Heav'n reſtores him to his lawful crown, 
Who told me his intreaty had prevail'd Let him wreak no revenge upon his foes ; 


Tofave the life of Charles--"Tiz more than wonder | But think it his beſt conqueſt to forgive: 

Crom, Ireton, thy preſence never was more timely. | With kindneſs let him treat ſucceſs, ſo ſhall ſhe be | 
I would diſcloſe; but now each moment's loſs A conttant gueſt; his promiſe, when once given, : 
li more than the negle& of future years, Let no advantage break; nor any view 
Hie thee in perſon to St. James's, Ireton, Make him give up his honeſty to reach it. 


And warn the officer, whoſe charge leads forth Let him maintain his pow'r, but not increaſe it; 
be king to execution, to be ſudden: The ſtring, prerogative, when ftrain'd too bigh, 
t him be more than punctual to the time; Cracks like the tortur'd chord of harmony, 


If his reſpe@ to us forerun his warrant, And ſpoils the concert between king and tubjeR: 
* Gull win greataely fyr him 10 inform big Theiſe rules obſery'd, may make him a good prince, 
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And happier than his father——Wilt thou, James, 
Remember this? | . 
James. Oh, doubt not, royal Sit! 
Can what my father ſays eſcape my memory ; 
And at a time when he ſhall ſpeak no more ? 
King. Come to my arms, my boy. 

James. Would I could weep the blood that warms 
For water wrongs my ſorrow ! [my heart; 
King. My dear Elizabeth, ; 

Draw near, and take thy dying father's bleſſing. 
Say to thy mother, (if thou eber ſhalt ſee her) 
That my thoughts never wander'd from her; that 
my heart 
Holds her as dear, e*en in this hour of death, 
As when my eyes firſt languiſh'd on her beauties; 
Tell her, that Charles is only gone before 
T' inherit an immortal crown, and ſhare it with her. 
Farewel, Elizabeth; and let thy love 
And thy obedience wait thy brother Charles. 
Eliz. Alas, my father, I but now have found 
A paſſage for my words, and yet you ſay, 
Farewel, already! 
King. Come, my little Glo'ſter, 
Come to my arms, and let me kiſs thy cheek. 
Glo er. Alas, my lord,*tis cold and wet with tears! 
I'll wipe it dry, and warm it with my hand, 
That it may meet your kindneſs as it ought. 
King, Glo'ſter, when 1 am dead, your brother 
Charles . 
Is then your king and maſter—love and obey him. 
Theſe men who ſhall cut off thy father's head, 
When I am dead, perhaps, may make thee king; 
Bot do not thou, I charge thee, on my bleſling, 
Accept the crown while thy two brothers live : 
Conſider, Glo'ſter, they were born before thee, 
And have an elder title—wilt thou, Glo'ſter ? 
Cie fler. A king! no, they ſhall tear me firſt in 
pieces. 
ing · Oh, nature, nature, do not ftrike ſo deeply 
This ſcene is worſe death—l am ready, Sir, 
[Tomlinſon at the door. 
James. Oh, Sir! 


Elia. My Lord! 

Glo er. My father ! 

King. Oh! 

Gio fler. I cannot part from you, my deareſt father. 
Would not thoſe bloody men that cut your head off, 
If I ſhould beg it, cut off mine? | 

King. Heart, thou art marble, not to break at 
Yeti muſt go; for dite neceſſity [this 
Has ftruggled long with my paternal fondneſs, 
And has at length prevail'd. Farewel, at once. 

[ Going, returns. 
I thought I had taken my laſt leave of them; 
But find that nature calls me back again, 
And aſks anotheriook, another parting kiſs. 
Be virtuous, and be happy. [ Embrace. 
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Gl fer. Oh, wy poor father! _ [They areleg of. 
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King. So, now 'tis over Let thy friendly aid, 
Good Juxon, bear me company to death 
Now, Sir, lead on; ere long I hope to ſee 
A world more glorious; where no diſcord lives, 
Nor error riſes, and no faction thrives: 

There the unfetter'd mind perfection knows, 
And looks with pity upon human woes. | Exeunt, 
Enter Duke of Richmond, and Marquis of Lindſey, 

Rich, Oh, fatal day! now horror is on foot 
In her worſt garb, and tern calamity 
Can do no more to England : Charles's ſun 
Sets in his blood, and bluſhes for his people. 

Lind, What awful majeſty his viſage bears, 

Nor deigns the tribute of one ſorrowing look, 
To grace misfortune! 
Rich. Look where Fairfax comes; 
His motion wild, and his diſtemper'd eye 
Shoots fire around, and ſſ eaks ſome ſtrange emotion, 
Enter Fairfax, 

Fair, Curs'd be the villain's arts, and every wile 
That wrought me to believe him: Oh ! credulity, 
Thou haſt as many ears as fame has tongues, 

Open to every ſound of truth and falſhood! 
"Tis now too late, impoſſible to ſave him: 
Fool that I was, 1 knew him for a villain, 
Yet truſted to him, to the monſter Cromwell. 

Rich. Fairfax, the world acquits thee uf the deed; 
Thy pow'r has labour'd ſtrongly for his ſafety : 
Behold where Juxon, the good biſhop, comes, 
Return'd from his laſt ſervice to his maſter, 

Fair. Iwill not ſtay to hear the ſad relation. 
But think on my revenge on Cromwell: part, 
May the mercy which he deny'd to Charles's mortal 
Ne'er light upon his ſoul, though athislaſt intreaty, 

Enter Juxon, 

Rich. Charles is at peace. 

Jux. He is, my gentle lord; 

And may we all meet death with equal firmnefs! 

Patience fate by him in an angel's garb, 

And held out a full bowl ef rich content, 

Of which he largely quaff'd : then came charity, 

And in behalf of Charles, with haſty hand, 

Dealt round forgiveneſs to the world z his pray'r 

Was for his foes more earneſt than himſelf, 

Becauſe their wants were greater, Thus fell 
Charles 

A monument of ſhame tq the preſent age, 

A warning to the future, His example 

May prove this maxim's truth to all mankind 3 

The ſubject's reverence, and the prince's love, 

Graſping and graſp'd, walk hand in hand together, 

Strengthen'd by union; then the king's command 

Is loſt in the obedience of the ſubject; 

The king, unaſk'd, confirms ghe people's rights, 

And by the willing gift prevents the claim, 

[Theſe are the virtues that endear a king, 

Adorn a people, and true greatneſs bring. 
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